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Like Him Whose Spirit 
LIKE HIM WHOSE SPIRIT 

Like him whose spirit in the blaze of noon 
Still keeps the memory of one secret star 
That in the dusk of a remembered June 
Thrilled the strange hour with beauty from afar — 
And perilous spells of twilight snare his heart, 
And wistful moods his common thoughts subdue, 
And life seethes by him utterly apart — 
Last night I dreamed, today I dream, of you. 
Gleams downward strike ; bright bubbles upward hover 
Through the charmed air; far sea-winds cool my brow. 
Invisible lips tell me I shall discover 
Today a temple, a mystery, a vow . 
The cycle rounds: only the false seems true. 
Last night I dreamed, today I dream, of you. 

SNOWTIME 

Is it summer that you crave — 
Swallows dipping wing, 
Evening light across the wave — 
Or some farther thing? 

Some report of happier places — 
Golden times and lands, 
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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

New and wonder-laden faces, 
New and eager hands? 

Nay, you know not . . . But I know 
Round you cold is furled, 
Like this shroud of trampled snow 
Smothering the world: 

Where no trust in any spring 
Now can heal or save, 
Nor the icy sunlight bring 
Swallows o'er the wave. 



MEETING 

Gray-robed Wanderer in sleep . . . Wanderer 
You also move among 
Those silent halls 

Dim on the shore of the unsailed deep? 
And your footfalls, yours also, Wanderer, 
Faint through those twilight corridors have rung? 

Of late my eyes have seen . . . Wanderer . . 
Amid the shadows' gloom 
Of that sleep-girdled place 
I should have known such joy could not have been— 
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